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EVERYONE SEEMS TO WANT ONE OF 
THESE FREE DELL COMICS CLUB 
t BALL POINT PENS...AND NO WONDER.' 




IT S AS HANDSOME A PEN AS YOU'LL EVER 
SEE.WITH SHINY GREEN BARREL GOLDEN 
CLIP AND GOID LETTERING ON THE SIDE 

WRITES AS QUICK AS 
A WINK, TOO 




Dept. 11-RRMoiltoDELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.Dept. i 



enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics. 
e FREE OFFICIAL DELL COMICS CLUB BALL 
" PEN and also Dell Comics Club Membership 



POIf 
Certific, 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: Q I year- 

Q 2 years-24 issues $1.85 D 3 years 



Pleose enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics 
Include FREE OFFICIAL DELL COMICS CLUB BALL 
POINT PEN and also Dell Comics Club Membersh p 
Certificate. 



t $1.00 
j $2.70 



ising r 



nittar 



e for $ . . 



in full payment 
. .. Age .... 



City Zone .... State 

Canada : □ 1 yr. $ 1 .20; fj 2 yrs. $2.00; □ 3 yrs. $3 .00 




WERE WERE SIX OP THEM- THESE TWO, 
'■£ AND GUS CRILE, AHD VANCE HALLE* AND 
THREE SONS, LEW, NEttT AND STUB/ THE 
.ES ARE COUSINS.' VANCESHOT OAD-AND 
CHET TRIED. 





THE KITCHEN WINDOW, ROS'S PISTOL BARKS. ANDQNE Of NEWTHALLETS IRONS GOES SPINNING/ 



DOC KELLY.' GLAD TO SEE YOU'RE \ NOTTOMENTION 
ALONG? ED MALLORY AND HIS BOY \THE WOUNDED 
CAN USE SOME ATTENTION -AS SOON JOUTLAWSMLL 
AS YOU CAN GET THERE, I RECKON. 1 / RIGHT, ROY. 
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KINS OF TO! 

eowsw§ 
and., 

THE LAND 
GRABBER 









S, 



..AND GOES DOWN UNDER CURRAN'S SAVAGE ATTACK!. 




THAT COVOTE, VARHEY/ 
w HE'S THE ONE WHO OUGHT J 
D BE LOCKED UP, ROY/ 




%/AT EVENING, IN SALLY'S RESTAURANT". 




HEY, DEPUTY/ COME ^-RUNNING.' Tflj(OH--/VG 
THAT INJUN.JOHNNY LOW, MAS SHOT 
-4ND KILLED YOUR TWO 
PRISONERS IN THEIR CELL; 
RIGHT THROUGH THE 
WINDOW.-' 



YUP^ BRAD U4RNEY 

HEARD THE SHOT^WD 

CORNERED HIM, JUSTUS 

HE CHUCKED HIS SUN: 







1 juw. ahh: J./ — ^ 
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j^Js ROYPASSES - 
THE MOUTH OF THE 
•.DARK ALLEY, A * " 
/?OP£ CATCHES HIM 
. BY THE FEET... £ 
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■N A VACANT LOT... 
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AND THE MASQUERADER LANDS ON HIS HEAD.' 
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The snarling dog's teeth snapped viciously 
at the meat in Little Trees' hand. The Indian 
boy chuckled, and teasingly held the meat 
higher. The scrawny dog leaped high in the 
air and landed, hard, in the dust. 

Someone grasped Little Trees' arm from 
behind, holding it in a firm grasp. 

"Why do you tease the little dog?" frowned 
Chief Logo. 

Little Trees rubbed his aching arm and 
didn't answer. If he told Logo it was because 
the young bucks wouldn't let him hunt with 
them, Logo would call him "weeping woman". 

Why was nine too young to hunt buffalo? 
Or rope wild ponies? 

Well, at least he could go swimming. Little 
Trees brushed some red clay off his face and 
broke into a trot towards the lake. Pawnee 
boys always ran to strengthen their legs and 
develop their lungs. 

He jogged past painted tepees, hanging 
buffalo skins and little corn gardens. Once 
beyond the village, the level plain gave way 
to tall buffalo grass and slender saplings. 
In a short time he was at the lake. He slipped 
off his moccasins and dove into the ice-dotted 
water.- His arms flailed furiously— to keep 
warm and to discourage snakes. 



After swimming across twice, he pulled him- 
self out and dried his shivering body with 
oak leaves. He tried to tell himself that swim- 
ming was fun, but the more he thought about 
the bucks' slight, the angrier he became. 

Little Trees' father had been a feared and 
mighty warrior. For his son to be left in camp 
with the women was more than his warrior's 
blood could bear. 

Little Trees kicked viciously at a harmless 
twig, it was intolerable that Big Trees' son 
should be a wanderer in the wood, without 
favor in the Chief's eyes. 

He decided to do something about it. tt 
might have seemed like a foolish idea to 
some; but Little Trees' father was an honored 
fighter and his son could think of nothing 
so spectacu'ar as burning down Fort Ogdeni 

The sun was high in the sky when Little 
Trees began running. When he reached the 
Fort, the orange ball was sliding beneath 
the earth's surface. 

It was an old rule that the Pawnee didn't 
fight at night. This was because the Pawnee 
believed that if they were killed at night the 
Great Spirit would not see them die coura- 
geously and, therefore, would not let them 
into heaven. B*ut Littte Trees forgot about thr 



rule as he crouched behind a bush, striking 
his flints together. As soon as he had a fire 
going, he took two glowing branches from 
it and crawled towards the stockade. When 
he got to the high posts, he circled until he 
found a space he could squeeze through. 

Inside were cabins and shacks, storehouses, 
and a corral. Little Trees dropped one of 
his brands (which had gone out) and crawled 
to the nearest shack. Swinging up on the 
roof, he jabbed the glowing branch into the 
straw. A wiggling wisp of smoke grew into" 
leaping, crackling flames. Little Trees dropped 
to the ground, and sprinted for another 
shock. 

A woman screamed "Fire!" and there were 
sounds of doors opening and running feet. 

Little Trees was climbing the roof of the 
second shack when a forearm slammed 
against his windpipe. He gasped for breath, 
squirmed and kicked furiously, but the arm 
only got tighter. The noises grew more and 
more faint as Little Trees lost consciousness. 

When he came to, he was lying on the 





knotty floor of one of the cabins. Looking 
down at him were several cavalry officers and 
a tall, muscular man with a mustache and 
goatee. 

"He's awake, Bill," said one of the officers. 

"All right, you little rascal," said the man 
with the goatee, in Pawnee. "Why did you 
do it?" 

Little Trees glared at him coldly. 

"You better talk," said the officer. "This 
here's Buffalo Bill and he's not to be trifled 
with." 

"You can't scare a Pawnee," said Bill 
Cody. He crossed to a desk and pulled out 
a straight razor. "If we don't punish him we'll 
have every Indian in the state. on our necks." 

The next day. Little Trees' jogged back to 
his village. He had set fire to fort Ogden 
and had even been inside the white man's 
fort and lived to tell about it. Either one of 
'these brave deeds would have been enough 
to win the respect of the older braves. 

But— and he ran his hand over the skin- 
smooth top of his head— the white man had 
taken his scalp lock. This humiliating loss 
would now bring only ridicule when he re- 
turned to his village. 

With a heavy heart, he headed home. 




"TWO SLINGSHOTS IT WAS, PETE! AND THE TWINS, 
SAM AND SID, HAD PRACTISED ON TIN CANS TILL 
THEY WERE MIGHTY GOOD SHOTS." 




'■ SO THEY SADDLED UP AND RODE TO THE PLACE 
WHERE THERE WERE A LOT OF SMOOTH, WATER- 
WASHED STONES, JUST THE RIGHT SIZE. 



-IT WAS A CREEK BED DRY EXCEPT IN THE 

SPRING FRESHETS AND THERE WAS STILL 

ENOUGH DAYLIGHT TO LET THEM PICK THE 
STONES." 





" AROUND A SHARP BEND OF THE ARROYO 
THAT BRANCHED FROM THE CREEK BED, 
THEY LEFT THEIR HORSES. .. * 
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IT WAS ALMOST DARK.AS SAM DANBY WORKED HIS 
WAY AROUND TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE HOLLOW 
WHERE THE RUSTLER WAS BUTCHERING. 




" THE RUSTLER MUST HAVE THOUGHT HE WAS KNICKED 
BY A BULLET! HE WAS GRABBING FOR HIS RIFLE 
WHEN A SECOND STONE,FROM SID'S SLING.CAUGHT 
HIM ON THE OTHER SIDE." 



"HE TOOK A WILD SHOT IN SID'S DIRECTION — 
BUT, AS HE TRIGGERED, SAM'S NEXT STONE H 
THE BACK OF HIS KNEE." 



Dude 
Ranch 




The dudes are permitted to participate in rop- 
ing, branding,, riding, and general ranch 
work. 

The dude quickly learns that cowboy life. 
while often colorful and exciting, is always 
crammed with hard work. He finds that e 
on the modem ranch, machinery has not re- 
placed the cow horse and probably never 
will. 

Dudes also discover that the modern ranch 
still needs a "bronc buster" to break and 
gentle the rough bunch. 



Even though the "Old West" with its glory 
and excitement is long a thing of the past, 
traces of it can still be found at some of the 
modern dude ranches. 

Many of these ranches are tucked away in 
vast mountain valleys far from crowded high- 
ways and big-town "hustle and bustle." 
There, such game as deer, antelope, elk, coy- 
ote, mountain sheep, and occasionally, even 
buffalo abounds. 

Quite a few of the ranches catering to dude 
vacationers let the dude discover something 
of the kind of life the old-time cowboy lived. 

DELL COMICS ARE GOOD 





Fearless Frontier Sheriff and Marshal 
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\}LL HISTORIANS AGREE THAT WyATT EARP 
WAS THE MOST COURAGEOUS OF THE 6 RE AT 
WESTERN PEACE OFFICERS. IT IS SAID THAT 
ONCE IKE CLANTON, OUTLAW,COWTHIEF, 
AND MURDERER, CAMETO TOMBSTONE AND 
ANNOUNCED THAT HE WAS GOING TO KILL 
WYATT EARP. WYATT MET HIM ON THE STREET 
ANP WITHOUT BOTHERING 
TO DRAW HIS &UN, SAID, 

"you go on home, ike. you 

TALK TOO MUCH FOR A FIGHT- 
ING- MAN." IKE WENT HOME.' 
WHEN EARP WAS MAR- 
SHAL OF DOP&E CITY, CLAY 
ALLISON, DEADLY KILLER. OF 
EIGHTEEN MEN, RODE INTO 
TOWN DETERMINED TO KILL 
HIM. THEy MET IN FRONT OF THE 
LDN& BRANCH GAMBLING 
HALL. BOTH MEN WENT FOR 
THEIR &UN$ SLIT EARP BEAT 




CLAY TO THE DRAW. INSTEAD OF KILL! N& HIM 
HE SAlP, 4 CLAY,YOU GET OUT OF TOWN. AND DONT 
COME BACK.'"CLA.y LEFT. AT DIFFERENT TIMES, 
EARP WAS MARSHAL OF ELLSWORTH, WICHITA, 
PODGE CITY, AND TOMBSTONE,THE. TOUGHEST 
TOWNS IN THE WEST. HE ALSO ROPE SHOTGUN 
GUARD ROR WELLS FARGO. WyATT EARPS MOST 
FAMOUS &UNFIGHT WAS THE BATTLE AT 
THEO.K.CORRALINTOMBSTONE. EARP, 
HIS BROTH ERS, VIRGIL AND MORGAN,AND 
DOC HOLLIDAY ENGAGED IKE 
CLANTON AND FOUR OF HIS 
FOLLOWERS . IN A MATTER OF 
SECONDS,THIRTY-FOUR SHOTS 
WERE FIRED.' WHEN THE 
SMOKE CLEARED, THREE OF 
THE CLANTON OUTFIT WERE 
DEAD. VIRGIL AND MORGAN 
WERE WOUNDED! WyATT EARP 
DIED IN 1929 AT LOS ANGELES 
OF NATURAL CAUSES. 
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Here's How we got LIONEL TRAINS 




SEND THAT COUPON NOW I 

FOR YOUR BIG NEW UONEL J 

CATALOG (MAKE SURE J 

dad sees rr>| J 





And play that real R.R. 

Sound Effects record 

you get with the catalog! 




Keep telling Dad about 

those big new Lionel 
Diesels and steam locos... 





V ^f^^iS' SEE LIONEL TRAINs\_S^^B 
/"^ HEAR. 'EM INACTION. SEND 254 ^^^R 
L TOR A NEW 44-PAGE UONEL CATALOG I ^ 
( AND SOUND EFFECTS RECORD PLUS \ ^^ 
\ SPECIAl'poP PERSUADER'! * / 


^^L W&j ^w^ 


: SPECIAL COUPON OFFER! 

. LIONEL TRAINS, Post Office Bon B. Dept. F 
I New York, 16 N.¥. 

I enclose E6f . Please send me special Lionel 
; Train catalog offer, postage prepaid. 
; 1. The new 44-nage full-color Lionel catalog 
; 7. The new 51..; ' dm,:,:. -:;.„d >■.-,-.. rd of whistles. 

bella, TBilrosrl sound ,-m...i. i.,nd Diesel horn.' 
- 3. Lionel's special "Pop Peraueder." 


\*&^s. '^Jt?^^?' 


| UONEL TRAINS 

REAL SMOKE. ..REAL WHISTLES AND HORNS 




^PLUS MAGNB-TRACTION ^- 






: -Ploys ot, all 7>: 1U J M Ti.Wri.cr,:,..,; ..i,..,: ™ soiadle ar automatic clwne 



